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“A lover feareth nothing and no harm can come nigh him: Thou seest 
him chill in the fire and dry in the sea.” 
—Bahá’u’lláh, The Seven Valleys 
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Preamble 
 

If words were wings I would these words would soar, 
but see, they crawl, plod, slow from my heart torn. 
I humbly ask the reader, heedful of my high intent, 
deliver those that falter to the places they were sent. 
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He is the All-Seeing, the All-Knowing God! 
 

O Brightness of my eyes! O Quickness of my tongue! 
Support me in Your outstretched arms, You besides whom there’s 

none! 
 
The golden links are joined; the shining chain is spread, 
and rests, a lustrous diadem, atop His dark-maned head. 
 
Each ring, a note resounding; each link, a voice contends: 
“Verily, we came from Him, and adorn Him in the end.” 



5 
 



6 
 

O Bahjí!* 

 
I am an exile, 
doomed to walk in gyres, 
round a home to which I may  
not retire,  
till that final day 
when, worn and withered, I will lay 
this body in the dirt, and with light tread 
leave behind this country of the dead, 
and walk no more in exile’s stead. 

* The Mansion of Bahjí is the location of the resting place of Bahá’u’lláh and his Shrine. It is the 
point of adoration toward which all Bahá’ís turn in prayer. 
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Táhirih* 

 
(1) 
Swifter than steeds her heart did run, 
who saw in blessed dreams the Youth 
whose clarion-voice brought low the sun— 

He raised you up to sing of truth— 
solace then mine eyes, O Pure One! 

 
 
 
(2) 
Sweeter to the ear than song, the pearls 
that dropped from her lips—her pen unfurled 
visions that silenced a thousand sages. 

O calamity of a calamitous age! 
O troubling balm for a troubled world! 

* One of the first believers in the new revelation, Táhirih was a renowned poet and thinker in 
mid-19th century Persia. She fearlessly declared the equality of women and men—a central 
teaching of the Bahá’í Faith—and ultimately was martyred in the path of her Beloved. This 
poem first appeared in the newsletter of the Wilmette Institute. 



8 
 



9 
 



10 
 

(3) 
The maiden on the narrow bridge 
strode with feet of iron, 
her every breath a rain of swords, 
her gaze a rain of fire. 
 
My heart is pierced; my flesh is ash. 
My feet in bloody tatters run 
and chase, upon the razor’s span, 
her countenance, so like the sun. 
 
I shall not slip; I shall not fall. 
My heart on wings ascends the vault 
of brightest day that knows no night, 
of love redeemed that knows no fault. 
 
Tongues shall fail, and mountains cleft 
will lie in broken shards bestrewn 
with stars that fell ere break of day, 
in dark, bereft of sun and moon. 
 
Yet never shall my heart forget 
her visage, fairer than the sun, 
nor cease, upon this blade of bridge, 
my feet, in her pursuit, to run. 
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(4) 
Her spirit bathed in beauty! 
Her heart that loved so well! 

Her lucent eyes at daybreak’s knell, 
piercing clouds and shrouds perceived: 
Glory hidden behind the veil. 
 
 
 
(5) 

She was the Word He uttered, 
the trumpet-blast of dawn, 

that set to flight the mighty ones, 
broke the chains, and tore asunder 
all that hindered her Beloved. 
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Should of a winter's night a traveler … 
 

Should of a winter's night, a traveler, 
Misdoubt the summer's day, 
What springs would quench the thirst of her, 
Who cast the spring away? 
What sun will shine on him who hides, 
Beneath a roof of stone? 
What words comfort her who bides, 
Her sorrows all alone? 
Should I in the dark and cold of night, 
Refuse to face the dawn, 
What grace is there to spring to light, 
When hope and love are gone? 
   Yet seasons turn and Earth revolves and love is born anew, 
   For His grace knows no dying fall, His love forever true! 
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A Second Nero, I? 
 

The day for the destruction 
of the world and all its peoples: 
Come! 
Dance among the ruins! 
The time when tribulation’s 
waves, above us and below: 
Surge! 
Play amidst the spray! 
The world will burn: 
Let it! 
Here, I've got the matches! 
 
I drank the wine to madness; 
now all I need is a fiddle! 
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Some would worship art as if on high … 
 

Some would worship art as if on high 
sat art alone, shaping all of worth, 
crafting sign and symbol which belie 
that brush- and pen-stroke too are bound by earth. 
Some deem the rough designs that humans make 
surpass in fairness all fair Nature wrought, 
but all the beauty that we give and take 
was foreordained in our Creator’s heart. 
Some search for immortality in stone 
or fight for fame with well-woven phrase, 
yet in eternal gaze we stand alone: 
wealth and honor won’t outlast our days. 

So I, in artful service—for my meager part— 
would choose to worship God, and through God shape my art. 
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A Dewdrop 
 

A dewdrop from your petal’s edge 
Would cleanse my heart of woe, 
Wash my spirit free from fear, 
And mount my soul on the winds that blow. 

Uselessness 
 

I am a gnarled tree of God, 
Unfit for lumber, bitter of fruit. 
Fitted for nothing but feeding the fire; 
Fragrant only when charred to soot. 
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Beyond the clouds 
 

I move amidst the higher airs, 
I sing among the peaks, 
The earth cannot hold me now, 
Beyond the clouds I seek. 

I am Soft 
 

I am soft; you cannot harm me. 
I am weak; let the mighty fear. 
I have lost; you cannot triumph. 
I am dead; let the living hear! 
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Three Sonnets 
 

(1) 
   Forever longing, that this earthly attire 
be stripped free: to upward soar, 
to roam the forests with a lion’s roar, 
to taste of the cup that brims with fire. 
   Yet mindful that the patient never tire, 
nor the contented ask for more 
than ceaseless search, though it leave them poor 
in all that life and worth require. 
   How thick this fog which blinds my sight! 
though my eyes strain they can't see clear 
the foot-worn path that leads aright.   
   How loud this cacophonous din! despite 
which I struggle and strive to hear 
Beloved footfalls, soft and light. 
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(2) 
   O dearest Stranger, best of friends, 
whose petaled scent I caught afar. 
Open the gate! Lift the bar! 
Heed my wails and let me in! 
   All else is naught! I fear no end 
save separation from You who are 
my life and love; keep not far 
Your cooling touch from my fevered skin. 
   Swiftly stab the sharpened blade and be my resurrection! 
My vision blurs, and darksome clouds amass. 
My chest is still, and all my joys are past. 
   Pass the poisoned cup, O sum of my affections! 
I’ll drink with lust and gladly cast 
my body at Your feet: alive at last! 
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(3) 
   I closed my eyes, and so I learned to see. 
I stopped my ears and found that I could hear. 
How wondrous now the sense and clarity, 
my senseless senses sought so many years! 
   I served a weighty master faithfully. 
I strived and strove but found I always failed. 
Now my fair Love has handed me the key, 
and I’ve unlocked the cell where I was jailed. 
   End-beginnings and beginning-ends, 
when first is last and last is first, I find 
no blemish as the world unwearied wends 
from winter’s gloom unto the spring’s sunrise. 
   The vernal winds are whistling, rustling in the leaves. 
   I hear my Loved One whispering; my hand grasps Her sleeve. 
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Flight Risk 
 

Off in the clear and open blue, 
the white of clouds and far below, 
the ants go marching two by two. 
I rise and take the sky alone. 
Wind under wing, I circle free, 
in glory—earthen touch unknown. 
No more to walk ‘neath clouds the rainy day; 
no more the pretense I was hewn from stone. 
The lightness of my soul afflicts my girth, 
and is afflicted by this heavy load. 
I knew not what I bore, nor what its worth, 
but soon I’ll be repaid all I was owed. 
 The date of my departure cannot be long delayed 
 The hood slipped off my eyes, and the ties that bound me frayed. 
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Miracles 
 

The blood that brought vitality 
   drop by drop was spent. 
The breath that for my voice was wings 
   slipped the cage and flew. 
Their sudden start and frantic flight, 
   signs by which I knew 
the One at whose word I came 
   and in whose love I went. 
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Yours 
 
What am I? 
Why this question, 
this overweening want 
to pin myself down to know 
that I am this and not that, to show 
that I can be shown: a label of some worth— 
a word, a name, enunciated, spoken so— 
as though I might be that and not this 
for all the endless ever-mores? 
When all I ever am and all  
that I can ever be 
is Yours. 
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Blessed Beauty 
 

How blessed this Beauty, which rules my heart 
   and makes me forget, the world that I know. 
How cool the shade of this sheltering Tree 
   on my fevered brow, when the sere winds blow. 
How sweet this inebriating Wine on my lips 
   that lifts up my tongue, though all think me low. 
How precious and dear this Love of my soul 
   that barters my life, for red petals on snow. 
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O Vision that taketh in all vision! 
 

O You besides Whom there is none! Your footprints, a lamp to the blind! 
I chase Your meagerest traces, with trembling legs, feeble, resigned. 
 
The Lote-Tree commands the horizon. Rag-shod, I stumble, trip, strive 
to lie in its sheltering shadow, to taste of the fruit that is life. 
 
My footsteps falter and fail. May my voice from the night-shrouded west 
fly to the east of the sunrise—on bright-lit branches to nest. 
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The Twin Birthdays and  
the Bicentenary of the Birth of Bahá’u’lláh 

 
Bahá’u’lláh, prophet-founder of the Bahá’í Faith, was born on 12 November 

1817. His herald, the Báb, was born on 20 October 1819. In the Muslim 
calendar, which is based on lunar rather than solar cycles, these two birthdays 
fall back to back. Bahá’ís therefore celebrate these two birthdays together as one 
grand festival. This year—2017 of the Common Era,174 of the Bahá’í Era—
marks the 200th anniversary of Bahá’u’lláh’s birth, and Bahá’ís around the world 
are inviting people of all religions, ethnicities, nationalities, and races to join us 
in celebrating this wondrous occasion. 

Bahá’ís believe that Bahá’u’lláh was the latest in an ongoing and eternal 
series of Messengers sent by God to educate and uplift humanity. Other known 
Messengers include Christ, Muhammad, Buddha, Krishna, and Moses, but God 
has never abandoned any of His children and all of the peoples of the world have 
received the benefit of His teachings throughout history. Bahá’u’lláh’s writings, 
which would number more than one hundred volumes if gathered together, 
discuss all aspects of human life, from economy and government to marriage 
family life to the loftiest human virtues and mystical attainments. They provide 
much-needed guidance for our individual and collective lives in this new and 
rapidly-changing world. 

In addition to the universal mission shared by all of God’s Messengers—
educating and enlightening humanity—Bahá’u’lláh came with the special 
mission of ushering in the age of humanity’s maturity and bringing about the 
complete unification of the world’s peoples. He called on all us to lay aside 
hatred, bigotry, and violence and come together as one human family. It is in this 
spirit that the Bahá’ís of the world welcome people of every background to join 
with us in celebrating our human unity. 

 
“Glory not in love for your country, but in love for all mankind.” 

 
“That one indeed is a man who, today, dedicateth himself to the service of the 

entire human race.” 
 

“The earth is but one country, and mankind its citizens.” 
 

—Bahá’u’lláh 
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